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Mother Night. 


The cigarette remained perched on the edge of the tray, the tip glowing faintly in the hotel room's dim light, 
and Axl watched it for a moment, before grinding it out in a pile of its own ash. The gentle whirr of the 
desktop fan proved soothing, and he looked at the spinning blades, too, before focusing on a yellowing patch of 


wall, where he believed a clock to once have been. 


It was quiet, too quiet.. save for the crickets, chirping outside, and he had always hated that sound. It seemed 
so cold. Dead. Like a busy signal's insistent hum, or a phone ringing in an empty house. He cleared his throat, as 
though to reassure himself that he, too, was capable of noise. That, despite the slithery, gelatinous sensation 


that had overcome his limbs, he was still there. Whole. Solid. 


Axl looked down at his hands, inspecting the thin sweep of strawberry-blond that snaked up over his wrists to 
the bottom knuckles, then at the knuckles themselves, the intricate wrinkling, and finally at his fingers, the nails 
dirty, with that perfect half-moon rising from the horizon of cuticle. 


His father had, had terrible hands. Prodding, probing thumbs, that pressed against the dimples of Axl's 
shoulders and swept down over the ridges of his spine, lower, farther down. Always moving. He remembered 


the thumbs, suddenly, just as he remembered the Vaseline-shine of his father's teeth, flashing through the 


darkness, incomparable to the sudden snap of his angry-eyes. And the voice, that tone alternately roughened 


by smoke and weathered by whiskey, murmuring calming words about 
(our little secret) 
love. 


Axl shook his head, and his hair whipped against his cheekbones, that weren't defined the way they had been 
He missed that, he longed for all of his unshed tears to pool in the hollows beneath his eyes and trickle down 
over the sharp angles. He lit another cigarette, and let that one die, too, smoldering to a cylinder of salt-and- 
pepper ash against the chipping black plastic. 


Slash had talked about secrets, as well, but not about that other thing, perhaps the only four-lettered word 
that Axl couldn't bring himself to say. Not on a regular basis, not on an irregular one. Never. Slash's thumbs 
were bigger, but they were gentle, just like the palm on the base of Axl's spine, the fingertips brushing his 
hair away from his shoulders, the soft lips that caressed the back of his neck. 


Axl looked over, caught a glimpse of cappuccino skin, sharply contrasted against the stark white of the hotel 
sheets. Of seemingly liquid ringlets, spilling over the unforgiving pillowcase. Of the gentle fluttering of fabric, 
rustling with each soft breath. The cig had been extinguished fully, the only evidence of its existence, save for 
the soft pile, being the last few tendrils of smoke, curling upward toward the window, reaching for the 
crushed-velvet sky and the diamond-chip stars. Axl imagined that he saw the final shreds of his innocence flee 


with the vapor, and he turned away, back to the bed. 


The mattress creaked beneath his weight when he slid under the covers, and pressed the side of his face up 
against Slash's mass of curls. Closed his eyes. 


In the darkness, Axl could remember the smell of rain, the wet slapping of sneaker soles against damp 


pavement. 
Mother night settled her shroud, black as death, black as mourning, over the city, and among the flashing neon 


and chrome, he slept. 


Disclamer: Axl Rose and Slash dont belong to me, nor does the hotel room. Please refrain from wasting your time, 
and mine, with a lawsuit 


